
  Musical Times Publications Ltd. is collaborating with JSTOR to digitize, preserve and extend access to The Musical Times and 
Singing Class Circular.

http://www.jstor.org

The Great Composers, Sketched by Themselves No. III. Mozart (Continued) 
Author(s): Wolfgang Amadeus Mozart and Joseph Bennett 
Source:   The Musical Times and Singing Class Circular, Vol. 18, No. 418 (Dec. 1, 1877), pp. 581-584
Published by:  Musical Times Publications Ltd.
Stable URL:  http://www.jstor.org/stable/3357751
Accessed: 29-12-2015 00:55 UTC

Your use of the JSTOR archive indicates your acceptance of the Terms & Conditions of Use, available at http://www.jstor.org/page/
 info/about/policies/terms.jsp

JSTOR is a not-for-profit service that helps scholars, researchers, and students discover, use, and build upon a wide range of content 
in a trusted digital archive. We use information technology and tools to increase productivity and facilitate new forms of scholarship. 
For more information about JSTOR, please contact support@jstor.org.

This content downloaded from 161.23.84.10 on Tue, 29 Dec 2015 00:55:14 UTC
All use subject to JSTOR Terms and Conditions

http://www.jstor.org
http://www.jstor.org/publisher/mtpl
http://www.jstor.org/stable/3357751
http://www.jstor.org/page/info/about/policies/terms.jsp
http://www.jstor.org/page/info/about/policies/terms.jsp
http://www.jstor.org/page/info/about/policies/terms.jsp


THE MUSICAL TIMES.-DECEMBER I, 1877. 581 

nothing palls sooner upon the taste than the frivolous 
compositions upon which fashion has set the seal of 
approval. There can be no question that, if small men 
have written good " holiday music," great men have 
written better. Should we not try, therefore, even in 
the height of our pleasure, not to degrade an art 
which has a mission so noble? We may enjoy our- 
selves like grown-children, but let it be like educated 
grown-children. 

THE GREAT COMPOSERS, SKETCHED BY 
THEMSELVES. 

BY JOSEPH BENNETT. 

No. III.-MOZART (continued). 

I COME now to the letters written by Mozart from 
the time of his arrival in Paris (March 23, 1778) till 
his return to Salzburg in the early part of the fol- 
lowing year. That the composer, though sorry to 
absent himself from his beloved Aloysia, entered the 
French capital with high hopes there is abundant 
evidence to prove. It is equally certain that he 
busied himself with worldly-wise measures to secure 
their realisation, making friends everywhere, and be- 
having so agreeably that his mother, who travelled 
with him, wrote, " I cannot describe to you how much 
Wolfgang is beloved and praised here." At the same 
time, Mozart entertained the most profound contempt 
for French music, though this did not hinder him 
from applauding it in public. Witness the following 
extract from one of his letters home: " I have this 
moment returned from the Concert Spirituel. Baron 
Grimm and I often give vent to our wrath at the music 
here-N.B. when tete-a-t'te, for in public we call out 
'bravo! bravissimo!' and clap our hands till our 
fingers tingle." To tell the truth, Mozart, though 
complaisant from policy, was soon disgusted with 
everything French, and began to exhibit himself as a 
thorough-going hater from a national point of view. 
To this frame of mind he was materially helped by 
somewhat cold treatment on the part of those whose 
favour and patronage he sought. Addressing his 
father, in reply to advice that he should persevere in 
making friends, Mozart writes, "You tell me that I 
ought to pay a good many visits in order to gain new 
acquaintances and renew former ones. This is, how- 
ever, impossible, from the distances being so great; 
and it is too muddy to go on foot, for really the mud 
of Paris is beyond all description. To go in a car- 
riage entails spending four or five livres a day, and 
all for nothing; it is true the people say all kinds of 
civil things, but there it ends, as they appoint me to 
come on such and such a day, when I play and hear 
them exclaim, ' Oh ! c'est un prodige! C'est incon- 
cevable ! C'est 6tonnant! ' and then, 'Adieu!' At 
first I spent money enough in driving about and to no 
purpose, from not finding the people athome. Unless 
you lived here, you could not believe what an annoy- 
ance this is. Besides, Paris is much changed; the 
French are far from being as polite as they were 
fifteen years ago; their manner now borders on 
rudeness, and they are odiously self- sufficient." 
But the real reason why Mozart so soon became 
tired of visiting was not mud, nor expense, nor dis- 
tance, but the pride we have already observed in 
him. This appears clearly enough, from an account 
he gives of his reception by the Duchesse de Bourbon, 
every line of which seems to taste of the bitterness of 
mortification. I quote it not only as helping to 
explain the master's state of mind, but because it 
gives a picture of genius in the house of wealth and 
position: "I waited half an hour in a large room 

without any fire, and as cold as ice. At last the 
duchess came in, and was very polite, begging me 
to make allowance for her piano, as none of her 
instruments were in good order, but I might at least 
try it. I said that I would most gladly play some- 
thing, but at this moment it was impossible, as my 
fingers were quite benumbed from the cold, so I 
asked her at all events to take me to a room where 
there was a fire. ' Oh! oui, monsieur, vous avez 
raison,' was the answer. She then seated herself, 
and drew for a whole hour in company with several 
gentlemen, all sitting in a circle around a large table, 
and during this time I had the honour to wait. The 
windows and doors were open, so that not only my 
hands, but my body and my feet were cold, and my 
head also began to ache. Moreover, there was altum 
silentium, and I really did not know what to do from 
cold, headache, and weariness. I again and again 
thought to myself that if it were not on M. Grimm's 
account I would leave the house at once. At last, 
to cut matters short, I played on the wretched, miser- 
able piano. What, however, vexed me most of all 
was that the duchess and all the gentlemen did 
not cease drawing for a single moment, but coolly 
continued their occupation; so I was left to play to 
the chairs and tables and the walls. My patience 
gave way under such unpropitious circumstances. I 
therefore began the Fischer Variations, and after 
playing one-half of them I rose. Then came eulo- 
giums without end." Here, truly, is a scene for a 
painter-the sumptuous saloon, the stately duchess 
and her gentlemen round the big table, and against 
the wall poor Mozart humbly waiting, and visibly 
shivering in his thin dress of ceremony. No wonder 
that such experiences made him bitter against all 
around, or that the contempt with which he fan- 
cied himself treated on the score of his nationality 
should make him take a fierce pleasure in heaping 
Teutonic abuse upon France and the French. Here 
is an out-spoken example of the feeling to which he 
was driven: " If this [Paris] were a place where 
people had ears to hear or hearts to feel, and under- 
stood just a little of music, and had some degree of 
taste, these things would only make me laugh heartily, 
but as it is (so far as music is concerned) I am sur- 
rounded by mere brute beasts. But how can it be 
otherwise? For, in all their actions, inclinations, and 
passions, they are just the same. There is no place 
in the world like Paris. You must not think that I 
exaggerate when I speak in this way of the music here, 
refer to whom you will, except to a Frenchman born, 
and (if trustworthy) you will hear the same. But 
I am now here, and must endure it for your sake. I 
shall be grateful to Providence if I get away with 
my natural taste uninjured. I pray to God every day to 
grant me grace to be firm and stedfast here, that I may 
do honour to the whole German nation. .... I 
entreat you, dearest father, to take measures that I 
may see Italy, in order to bring me to life again." 
The reference here to the Vaterland should not be 
overlooked. It shows that Mozart was, so to speak, 
driven back upon his nationality. In a second letter 
we find other evidence to the same effect: "I am 
pretty well, thank God! but still I am often puzzled 
to know what to make of it all. I feel neither hot nor 
cold, and don't take much pleasure in anything. 
What, however, cheers and strengthens me most is 
the thought that you, dearest papa, and my dear 
sister are well, that I am an honest German, and 
though I cannot say, I may, at all events, think what 
I please; and after all that is the chief thing." Again, 
describing the successful performance of his Symphony 
(in D major) written for the Concert Spirituel, he 
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says: " The moment the Symphony was over I went 
off in my joy to the Palais Royal, where I took a good 
ice, told over my beads, as I had vowed, and went 
home, where I am always happiest and always shall 
be happiest, or in the company of some good, true, 
upright German who, so long as he is unmarried, 
lives a good Christian life, and when he marries loves 
his wife and brings up his children properly." In 
another letter we read, "The French are and 
always will be downright donkeys; they can do 
nothing themselves, so they must have recourse to 
foreigners. .... If I receive a commission to write 
an Opera I shall have annoyance enough, but this I 
shall not much mind, being pretty well accustomed 
to it-if only that confounded French language were 
not so detestable for music. It is, indeed, too pro- 
voking; even German is divine in comparison. 
And then the singers-but they do not deserve the 
name, for they do not sing, but scream and bawl 
with all their might through their noses and throats." 
Subsequent to this, Mozart writes that his friend 
Baron Grimm had upbraided him for "not going 
about enough," and proceeds to give an example of 
what good "going about" resulted in. He had 
taught for some time the daughter of the Duke of 
Guines, who, however, on her betrothal, discontinued 
taking lessons. About this Mozart declares, " It is 
no particular loss to me, for the duke only pays me 
,what every one else does. . . . They went into the 
-country, and when they came back ten days after- 
wards I was not apprised of it; had I not by chance 
inquired out of mere curiosity I should not have 
known that they were here. When I did go, the 
governess took out her purse and said to me, ' Pray 
excuse rpy only paying you at present for twelve 
lessons, -for I have not enough money.' This is a 
noble proceeding! She then gave me three louis d'or, 
adding, ' I hope you are satisfied; if not, I beg you 
will say so.' M. le Duc can have no sense of honour, 
,or probably thinks that I am only a young man and 
-a thick-headed German (for this is the way in which 
the French always speak of us) and that I shall be 
quite contented. The thick-headed German, how- 
ever, was very far from being contented, so he 
declined the sum offered. The duke intended to pay 
me one hour instead of two, and all from economy. 
As he has now had a Concerto of mine for harp and 
flute*i for the last four months which he has not yet 
paid me for, I am only waiting till the wedding 
is over to go to the governess and get my money. 
What provokes me most of all is that these 
stupid Frenchmen think I am still only seven years 
old, as they first saw me when I was that age." 
Something had been said to Mozart about writing an 
Opera, and even in this he finds a subject for 
railing: " I must compose a great Opera or none. 
If I write only smaller ones I shall get very little, for 
here everything is done at a fixed price, and if it 
should be so unfortunate as not to please the obtuse 
French, it is all up with it. . . . I assure you 
that, if I receive a commission to write an Opera, 
I have no fears on the subject. It is true that the 
devil himself invented their language, and I see the 
difficulties which all composers have found in it. 
But, in spite of this, I feel myself as able to sur- 
mount these difficulties as any one else. Indeed, 
when I sometimes think in my own mind that I may 
look on my own Opera as a certainty, I feel quite 
a fiery impulse within me, and tremble from head to 
foot, through the eager desire to teach the French 
more fully how to know, and value, and fear the 

Germans. Why is a great Opera never entrusted to 
a Frenchman ? Why is it always given to a foreigner ? 
To me the most insupportable part of it will be the 
singers. Well, I am ready; I wish to avoid all 
strife, but, if I am challenged, I know how to defend 
myself. If it runs its course without a duel I should 
prefer it, for I do not care to wrestle with dwarfs." 
It is interesting to see Mozart thus posing as the 
champion of Germany and the enemy of France, and 
it is not surprising that, a few weeks after writing the 
words last quoted, he shook the mud of Paris off 
his feet, and betook himself to his own people. Let 
me dismiss Mozart as a satirist of the French under 
pleasantly humorous circumstances. Speaking of 
his Symphony he says, " I have been careful not to 
neglect le premier coup d'archet, and that is sufficient. 
All the wiseacres here make such a fuss on that point. 
Deuce take me, if I can see any difference! Their 
orchestra begins all at one stroke, just as in other 
places. It is too laughable. Raaff told me a story of 
Abaco on this subject. He was asked by a French- 
man in Munich or elsewhere, 'Sir, you have been 
to Paris ?' 'Yes! ' ' And to the Concert Spirituel ?' 
'Yes !' 'What do you say to the first stroke of the 
bow ? Have you heard the first stroke of the bow ?' 
' Yes, I have heard the first-and the last !' ' How the 
last ? What do you mean by that ? ' ' I have heard the 
first and the last, and the last gave me the greater 
pleasure !'" 

I have now to present Mozart in a very different 
character, and under circumstances adapted above 
all to show him as he really was. Affliction is 
fittingly likened to a furnace, which burns up the 
dross and reveals the true metal, and it was through 
a very hot furnace that our great composer during 
his stay in the French capital was called upon to pass. 
His good and indulgent mother, the companion of his 
wanderings, whose very presence made a home to 
him among strangers, was taken ill towards the end 
of June, and on July z her life, to use the bereaved 
son's own words, "went out like a light." Three 
hours later Mozart was writing to a friend in Salzburg 
begging him to assist in breaking the news to and 
consoling the father and daughter. For himself he 
was resigned. " God has called her to Himself; I 
clearly see that it was His will to take her from us, 
and I must learn to submit to the will of God. The 
Lord giveth, and the Lord taketh away." But 
for those at home he was terribly anxious. " I 
entreat you, therefore, my best friend, to watch 
over my father for me, try to inspire him with 
courage, that the blow may not be too hard and 
heavy on him when he learns the worst. I 
also, from my heart, implore you td comfort my 
sister. Pray go straight to them, but do not tell 
them she is actually dead-only prepare them for 
the truth. Do what you think best, say what you 
please, only act so that my mind may be relieved, 
and that I may not have to dread another mis- 
fortune. Support and comfort my dear father and 
sister." The same day Mozart wrote a most pathetic 
letter to his remaining parent-pathetic in its very 
attempt to divert the old man's attention from the 
news the writer chiefly wished to convey. Beginning 
by describing his mother as seriously ill, but not 
dead, Mozart ominously insists upon our helplessness 
in the hand of God. He continues, " I do not mean to 
say by this that my mother will or must die, or that all 
hope is at an end. She may recover and be restored 
to health [surely the recording angel blotted out the 
entry of this statement with a tear], but only if the 
Lord wills it thus . . Now for another subject. 
Let us put aside these sad thoughts, and still hope, 

* Played not long since in St. James's Hall at a concert given by 
Mr. John Thomas. 
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but not too much; we must place our trust in the 
Lord, and console ourselves by the thought that all 
must go well if it be in accordance with the will 
of the Almighty, as He knows best what is most 
profitable and beneficial both for our temporal and 
spiritual welfare." He then strains himself away 
from the subject that must have filled his heart to 
bursting, and gossips about his new Symphony, 
announces the death of Voltaire as became a pious 
Catholic-" the ungodly arch-villain, Voltaire, has 
died miserably like a dog-just like a brute "-refers to 
a " project" concerning himself and Aloysia, who, at 
the moment, we may well believe, was dearer to him 
than ever; chats about Opera libretti, and then, as 
was inevitable, comes round to the main theme: 
" My dearest mother is in the hands of the Almighty. 
If He still spares her to us, as I wish He may, we 
will thank Him for this blessing; if He takes her to 
Himself, all our anguish, misery, and despair can be 
of no avail. Let us rather submit with firmness to 
His Almighty will, in the full conviction that it will 
prove for our good, as He does nothing without a 
cause." We know from Leopold Mozart's letters 
that he was not deceived by his son's loving policy. 
He knew that the blow had fallen, and was not 
startled when a second epistle arrived from Paris 
stating the truth. In this Wolfgang rises to absolute 
eloquence. "I hope," he says, " you have now 
summoned up courage to hear the worst, and that, 
after at first giving way to natural and only too just 
anguish and tears, you will eventually submit to the 
will of God, and adore His inscrutable, unfathomable, 
and all-wise Providence . . .Weep, weep, as you 
cannot fail to weep, but take comfort at last; re- 
member that God Almighty has ordained it, and how 
can we rebel against Him ? Let us rather pray to 
Him, and thank Him for His goodness, for she died 
a happy death." " I would fain have gone with her," 
exclaims the disconsolate son, " but we shall see her 
again and live together far more happily and blessedly 
than in this world. The time as yet we know not, 
but that does not disturb me, when God wills it 
I am ready. His heavenly and holy will has 
been fulfilled. . . My dearest father, do not give 
way. My dear sister, be firm. . ... Remember, 
my beloved ones both, that you have a son and a 
brother anxious to devote all his powers to make you 
happy." Then the writer, careful to divert the sorrow- 
ing widower's thoughts, turns aside to ordinary 
matters, winding up at last with the counsel, " Pray 
without ceasing; this is the only resource we have." 
One cannot look at Mozart's behaviour at this dis- 
tressing crisis of his family life without admiration. 
There may be here and there a man ready to put on 
a mask and play at mummery by the open grave of 
his mother; but such was not our great master, and 
the letters from which I have quoted remain an 
eternal proof of his piety as a man, and his deep- 
toned affection as a son. 

I have referred above to Mozart's pride as a musi- 
cian and artist, and now is the time for his letters to 
prove that he was otherwise sensitive. After his 
mother's death he was boarded and lodged gratis in 
the house of Baron Grimm, but he soon intimates to 
his father that all is not smooth there. In one letter 
we read, "When you write to the friend with whom 
I am staying do not be too obsequious in your thanks. 
There are reasons for this, which I will tell you some 
other time." The fact was that Grimm offended by 
impressing upon Mozart a sense of his obligation to 
the goodness which found him a home. This the 
spirited little man could not stand, and he pours 
out his wrath to his father in terms as follow: 

" He has no great cause to be so proud of his 
good deeds towards me, for there were four houses 
where I could have had both board and lodging. 
The worthy man does not know that, if I had 
remained in Paris, I intended to have left him 
next month, to go to a house that, unlike his, is 
neither stupid nor tiresome, and where a man has 
not constantly thrown in his face that a kindness has 
been done him. Such conduct is enough to cause 
me to forget a benefit, but I will be more generous 
than he is. I regret not remaining here only 
because I should have liked to show him that I do 
not require him, and that I can do as much as his 
Piccini, although I am only a German. The greatest 
service he has done me consists in fifteen louis d'or 
which he lent me bit by bit during my mother's life 
and at her death. Is he afraid of losing them ? If 
he has a doubt on the subject, then he deserves to be 
kicked, for in that case he must mistrust my honesty 
(which is the only thing that can rouse me to rage) 
and also my talents; but the latter, indeed, I know 
he does, for he once said to me that I was not 
capable of writing a French Opera. I mean to 
repay him his fifteen louis d'or when I go to 
take leave of him, accompanied by some polite 
expressions." The Grimm feud thus announced 
continued to the end of Mozart's stay in Paris, 
and the composer was always very bitter on 
the subject; but his too conscious benefactor, in 
league with the father at Salzburg, never relaxed his 
hold, and he it was who dictated when Mozart should 
leave, and packed him off in a slow waggon that took 
ten days to reach Strassburg. Doubtless there were 
faults on both sides, but the matter is hardly one for 
discussion here. Mozart felt humiliated, that is 
plain, and it concerns me only to show how promptly 
he resented any attack upon his self-respect. But the 
composer at this time was beginning to have a due 
sense of his own value. The Prince-Archbishop of 
Salzburg, in a roundabout way, opened negotiations 
for his return as Capellmeister, and the offer was 
warmly seconded by Leopold Mozart, whose humblei 
stipend scarcely kept a decent roof over his head. 
But Wolfgang, though anxious to please his father,, 
exacted terms from the archbishop, and said some. 
very cutting things about Salzburg with which its 
reverend ruler would scarcely have been pleased had 
they reached his ears. " Salzburg is no place for my 
talent," he proudly wrote, and then became sarcastic.. 
"Without a Capellmeister, there must be quiet 
and order in the orchestra. That would never 
do. Is there no ass-eared old perriwig, no dunder- 
head forthcoming, to restore the concern to its 
former disabled condition ? I shall certainly do my 
best in the matter. To-morrow I intend to hire a 
carriage for the day and visit all the hospitals and 
infirmaries, to see if I can't find a Capellmeister in 
one of them." After this outburst of the impatience 
and anger of genius Mozart cooled down sufficiently 
to negotiate. He must have this, that, and the other 
privilege, and he carried his point, which was the 
reason why late in September he got into the Strass- 
burg waggon, and crawled for ten days through the 
plains of France, his heart and brain all the time 
more full of Aloysia Weber than of a Capellmeister's 
duties in the city of his birth. 

There is only one other personal incident in this 
section of Mozart's letters upon which it is desirable 
to dwell as indicative of character. When the com- 
poser rejoined his darling Aloysia at Munich he found 
her entirely changed towards him. The story goes 
that she scarcely condescended to recognise him, 
whereupon he sat down to the piano and sang, "I 
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gladly give up the girl who slights me." But though 
Mozart took his disappointment like a man in public, 
he suffered like a man in private, and in a letter to 
his father we can see the tears. " To-day I can only 
weep," he exclaims. "I have far too sensitive a 
heart." " I really am unfit for anything; my heart 
is too full of tears. I hope you will soon write. to me 
and comfort me." The composer's elastic nature, 
however, was not to be permanently cast down. 
He soon transferred his love to Aloysia's sister 
Constance, who, as we all know, ultimately became 
his wife. 

Two matters not personal as to character may be 
mentioned before dismissing the Paris letters. One 
is Mozart's opinion of that now rampant vocal defect 
the vibrato. " Nothing," says the master, " can be 
more truly odious; besides, it is a style of singing 
quite contrary to nature. The human voice is natu- 
rally tremulous, but only so far as to be beautiful, and 
it is imitated not only on wind instruments but on 
stringed instruments, and even on the piano. But 
the moment the proper boundary is passed, it is no 
longer beautiful, because it becomes unnatural. It 
seems to me then just like an organ when the bellows 
are panting." There is some humour in my next 
and closing extract, which refers to the gimcrack 
watches it was the then custom for "persons of 
distinction " to bestow upon artists. " Speaking of 
watches," says Mozart, "I must tell you that I 
am bringing one with me --a genuine Parisian. 
You know what sort of a thing my jewelled 
watch was-how inferior all the so-called precious 
stones were, how clumsy and awkward its shape; 
but I would not have cared so much about that had 
I not been obliged to spend so much money in re- 
pairing and regulating it, and after all the watch 
would one day gain a couple of hours, and next day 
lose in the same proportion. The one the Elector 
gave me did just the same, and the works were even 
worse and more fragile. I exchanged these two 
watches and their chains for a Parisian one which 
is worth twenty louis d'or. So now at last I know 
what o'clock it is; with my five watches I never got 
so far as that before." 

(To be continued.) 

A SKETCH OF THE HISTORY OF MUSIC- 
PRINTING, FROM THE FIFTEENTH TO 

THE NINETEENTH CENTURY 
BY FRIEDRICH CHRYSANDER. 

(Concluded from Page 527.) 
FIFTH PERIOD.-ENGRAVING ON PEWTER AND ZINC. 
THE imperfection of the earliest method of music- 

printing, xylography, called the invention of musical 
typography into existence. In close connection 
with the peculiar notation employed for the lute and 
organ (tablature) arose the practice of engraving 
music upon copper; and from the imperfection of 
this again sprang that improved process which has 
now been everywhere adopted, and acknowledged to 
be the best mode of printing music. 

This method, which we have now to describe last 
of all, consists not in anything completely new, but 
only in carrying on to a further stage what the 
copper-engravers were already doing. Although at 
first they produced music in the same manner in which 
other copperplate engravings were executed, yet 
music contains so much that is purely mechanical, 
being repeated again and again, that mechanical 
means were soon resorted to in order to lessen the 

amount of labour. The Italians, Verovio and his 
followers, did not do much in this way, but fol- 
lowed the lines of the manuscript music which 
they were copying. Their copper-engraving con- 
sequently never attained any extension and com- 
mercial importance comparable to that of their 
typography, and during the entire seventeenth and 
eighteenth centuries copied music was what Italy 
chiefly spread abroad. 

The Dutch were directly opposed to the Italians in 
all this. They never copied, printed nothing worth 
mentioning with movable types, and engraved every- 
thing on copper; moreover they chose such forms of 
notes as were the most convenient for engraving; 
and the extraordinarily high cultivation of the art of 
picture-engraving soon exerted a beneficial influence 
on music-engraving. About 1700, when music- 
engraving on copper had reached a very high degree 
of prosperity, it is said that one important branch of 
industry, but at the same time an object of envy and 
attempted imitation to foreigners, was concerned 
with certain peculiar instruments for accelerating 
the engraving of music on copper, which the Dutch 
possessed and carefully kept secret. The French 
also naturally possessed similar mechanical helps; 
for Baussen, who engraved hundreds of thousands of 
notes for Ballard, of course chose those instruments 
that made the work the easiest for him. It may 
then be assumed that these instruments, and those 
of the Dutch also, were all distinguished from those 
of modern music-engravers by being brought down to 
the plate, not by a blow with the hammer, but by mere 
motion of the hand, or, in other words, that did not 
strike, but bored. About 182o the engraver Tipfer 
was still living at Leipzig, who only in his later 
years changed from engraving music on copper to 
the engraving on pewter, which was introduced into 
Germany from France about the year 18oo. His 
pupil, Fr. Weissenborn, an admirable engraver 
(father of Hermann Weissenborn, the engraver em- 
ployed for the works of the German Handel Society), 
received from 'i6pfer the instruments for copper- 
engraving. They were not stamps or punches 
(poinqons) but borers, and could be used with 
tolerable rapidity. We are justified in supposing 
these to be the old Dutch inventions, consider- 
ing that they are suited to the nature of the 
material, for notes cannot be formed by blows in 
copper in the same way as in pewter and zinc. 

This is the reason why I have made the distinction 
of the fourth and fifth periods to depend upon the 
material employed, and not upon the question whether 
the notes .were put upon the plate by punches or by 
the free hand. Indeed, a distinction on the latter 
basis could not be carried out, because the free action 
of the hand is an essential condition in every mode 
of music-engraving. That the new method depended 
greatly in its execution on the employment of a new 
material will be evident from the following exposition. 

England was the chief market for the musical press 
of the Dutch. The demand in England increased 
steadily from year to year, especially after the esta- 
blishment of an Italian-English Opera in 1706. Music- 
publishers and engravers multiplied rapidly, and the 
more music was produced or at least performed at 
home, the less could importation from Holland 
suffice to meet the demand, and the stronger was the 
impulse to print everything at home. That a little 
later there were music-engravers on copper in London 
too, who formed their style on the best French 
models, is shown by the first book of " Suites de 
pihces pour le clavecin" by Handel, which was 
engraved by Cluer and published in 172o. But in 
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